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Summary:
Andrew is shaken after an uncomfortable altercation at a Chinese buffet. Ashley is unfazed. Life on the run continues as normal.

A small "slice of life" - as close as you can really get to that sort of thing in this game's universe - writing exercise to practice the dialogue between these two.

Notes:
I haven't enjoyed the dialogue between two characters as much as I did these two in quite some time, and wanted to try my hand at practicing it. I hope that you enjoy! I'll be eagerly waiting for part two of this game.

Written in part for the "100 Multifandom Challenge", prompt #43: teasing.

Work Text:
Ashley runs a stray finger over the serrated edge of a steak knife. Above her, cars fly over the interstate, all blissfully unaware of the two teenagers beneath. They shudder at every spray of the oncoming wheels, the force of traffic making the entire crossbridge hum with kinetic energy. For the last week or so, the underside of this bridge has been their home. Inconveniences aside, it’s an almost perfect hideaway: it's relatively obstructed from view, shields them from the elements, and provides them a shared point to return to should the two need to seperate in their day-to-day going ons. Empty soda cans and plastic wrappers abound the place, though it is unclear which belong to the siblings and which are here organically. 

 

“Do you ever think about paying mom and dad a…visit?” she asks, not looking up at her brother as she does so. A small candle that Ashley pocketed from a storefront vigil they passed on the way here lights their space, barely illuminating her brother’s face. 

 

“No. And stop doing that with your finger, dumbass. It doesn’t make you look cool. You’ll just end up slicing your finger open for nothing.”

 

She scrunches her cheeks together, evoking less “innocent little sister” and more “rabid park squirrel that needs to be shot”. “Aww, Andy cares about widdle ol’ me. How sweet.”

 

“Actually, what I care about is not needing to haul your ass to an emergency room for an infected cut. Our cover is already fucked enough as it is...”

 

She laughs. “Oh my God, are you still on about this? That old man at the buffet was just screwed in the head. Nothing to it.”

 

“Leyley, he called us murderers .”

 

“Yeah, and if you hadn’t noticed, he was also on his fifth plate of that god awful kung pow chicken. Clearly, the guy wasn’t all there.”

 

“So, what, you think it’s just coincidence that some random guy sees us, drops his entire plate of food, and starts screaming” - Andrew bunches his face in mock horror, the spirit of imitation overtaking him - “‘ Murderers! Murderers !’”

 

“Anything can happen in this bumfuck state.”

 

“That’s not an explanation.”

 

“Alright, fine. It’s not. What I do know is that my dreams haven’t failed us yet. And some kook losing it on us in the middle of a Chinese buffet hasn’t been a part of a single one yet. It clearly isn’t important.” 

 

Ashley nods, as if to agree with herself, and flips the knife around her fingers. She’s trying to imitate a knife-spinning trick that definitely wasn’t designed for the bulk of the knife. She fails, and it clatters to the ground. Before she can grab it, Andrew reaches it first. He tucks it in his jacket pocket, blade first. One wrong move, and he’ll gut himself , Ashley thinks. Idiot.

 

“I’m taking this for now.”

 

“Ugh, why?”

 

“Because you can’t be trusted with it.”

 

“Aww, c’mon, you can just say you’re jealous.”

 

“Of what? A shitty knife you stole from the buffet?”

 

“Huh. Fair point. Maybe we should be stealing something a little more… protective .”

 

“Goddamnit, Leyley, we’re not gonna add robbery to our list of growing charges.”

 

“You never were any fun.”

 

“ Fun ? None of this is supposed to be fun, you moron.”

 

“Oh, come on. I’m just joking. See, look.” She steels her face. “This is my serious face. For this very serious conversation we’re having.”

 

“Fuck off,” he says, but Ashley can tell his heart’s not fully in the words. It’s got the same emotional weight that any of their other stupid banter holds. It’s almost - dare she speak the words - normal .

 

“It doesn’t mean anything, Andrew.”

 

“Okay.”

 

“Do you seriously not believe me?”

 

“I…” 

 

Whatever energy he would have spent completing his sentence goes instead to burying his face in his hands. Ashley rolls her eyes - and he calls her the drama queen. “I don’t know, Leyley. I just don’t know.”

 

“Hey, c’mon,” she says, and she takes her brother’s rare moment of vulnerability as an opportunity to sidle up to him. Just as she predicted, he doesn’t resist her. “We’re gonna get out of this alive, okay? Me and my Andy.”

 

It’s easier to see his face up close. Ashley takes the opportunity to study her brother’s face, an opportunity that has been lacking lately. It seems that he hasn’t been able to meet her gaze lately. He tells her to not take it personally, that he’s just tired, but… 

 

“I thought I told you that Andy was dead,” he replies.

 

“Yeah, well, so was Leyley, but you decided to dig her ass up from the grave.”

 

“Alright, fine, fair enough.”

 

She points up. “Hey, if you’re still feeling sorry for yourself, there’s a bridge I can direct you to.”

 

“If I’m going to end my life, it’s going to be somewhere a hell of a lot prettier than this.”

 

“Aww, c’mon. I spruce the place up just by being here.”

 

“Not sure if spraying my splattered guts all over you would do anything to cover up that ugly mug of yours.”

 

“Personally, I think splattering your brains across the pavement would make you at least marginally more attractive.” 

 

To Ashley’s immense glee, he laughs. “Whatever you say, Ashley.”

 

“Yeah. That’s right. Whatever I say. And I say - stop thinking about that guy at the buffet.”

 

“You really think it meant nothing?” he asks again, but this time, softer - Ashley can tell that he’s looking for a genuine response. But damned if she has one in her.

 

“Duh.”

 

“Very helpful.”

 

“I live to serve.”

 

“Only thing you’ve ever served me is a headache.”

 

She smiles, digging her head deeper into his shoulder. “Love you too, Andy.”